12               OUT OF MY COFFIN
Emperor Vitellius himself, was born a meagre, bony
little thing with cross eyes. They had to wrap this
descendant of the lively Annabella Lamington (n6e
Drummond) and of that ruthless libertine, Cardinal
Giovanni Vitelleschi, Field-Marshal to the Vatican
armies, in cotton-wool. I was sickly and likely to die.
They had to face that misfortune. But Dr. Greig
said that if a black bandage were kept on my eyes,
preventing my seeing any light for a whole year,
then the eyes would straighten without any need for
an operation. They listened, and shortly afterwards
the nurse came and fixed the bandage securely
across my eyelids.
A few hours later, like a carnival doll in cotton-
wool and a blind domino, I was delivered to my father
in the next room. I was so frail that at six weeks old
I was sent to my great aunt, Mrs, Teresa Ware Scott >
at her beautiful villa in Cannes, where she always
spent the winters. The doctor said it was the only
chance of saving my life. It was from here, three
months later, that my parents received the telegram ;
w Dreadful news. Stella dead/'
My father had been waiting when the servant
came in. He got up and followed him to the room
where I lay in my small open coffin on a table
covered with white flowers. My great aunt, who was
my grandfather's sister, the English nurse, and the
undertakers stood round. Behind them the lace
curtains hung unlooped, dimming the light. My
father approached the table. After he had looked on
me for the last time, the coffin was closed. He seemed
bewildered as to what to do next, but finally he
stooped and put his hands out, and then said ; " I
will casry it down to the hearse, I must at least do